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to come forth, like the voice which summoned
Lazarus from the rock-hewn sepulchre. It bids
us to believe that our small identities; our limited
desires, do not say the last word for us, but that
there is something larger and stronger outside,
in which we may claim a share. As I write
these words, I look out upon a strange trans-
figuration of a familiar scene. The sky is full
of black and inky clouds, but from the low
setting sun there pours an intense pale radiance,
which lights up house-roofs, trees, and fields,
with a white light; a flight of pigeons, wheel-
ing high in the air, become brilliant specks of
moving light upon a background of dark rolling
vapour. What is the meaning of the intense
and rapturous thrill that this sends through me ?
It is no selfish delight, no personal profit that it
gives me. It promises me nothing, it sends me
nothing but a deep and mysterious satisfaction,
which seems to make light of my sullen and
petty moods,
I was reading the other day, in a strange book,
of the influence of magic upon the spirit, the
vague dreams of the deeper mind that could be
awakened by the contemplation of symbols. It
seemed   to   me   to   be   unreal   and  fantastic,   a
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